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OPUS I 


And if I struck green leaves 
tender-loin with 
educated ululations of a father 
Grieving for his aborted son 
I would weakly weep 
sitting in silence 
of a darkened womb 
And scrape for the last 
remaining bit of life 
Carried fearfully these days 
unwanted, now, still loved 
As she wiping droplets 
from that undaunted face 
Arabesque from such realms 
of conformity 
to hold the wind 
before its passing. 
What saviour have we found 
in butchery? 
Staggering drunkenly in despair 
lend self to procreation... 


Where would love reign supreme 
except in these halls 

Upon hearing the nightened flute 
loosing my soul 

From all pretense of final damnation. 

Patterned sky echoes the mystic 
love for cricket music 
or of shrill bat 

Eating makers of such pleasure. | 

And love reigns supreme 
in tidings of warmth 
clutching a child 

Who has yet been unable to hear 
the musics of life. 


PRELUDE III 
At The Reading 


Out all lights 
Question truisms 
Offered here: 


Yet still they sat 
bickering hand 
pressed forward 
Latent jib seeking 
the forgone wind — 
Shadows articulate present 
set of mind within vaults 
not catholicity achieving 
such reproachable 
Acts, gods—or such a dire few. 
Here were perceptions 
of pontificate nature, 
Mantis devouring Moth; 
And in our listening 
we find ourselves 
invaded 
By Trojan horses 
consummating our role 
as trained ignorants 
Or Helen’s last denial. 
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ON THE DEATH OF EZRA POUND 


‘‘Said the Profetto, as the cat walked the rail’’ 
The Cantos 


Where are the cats 
enemy of the rat 
of the filth 
of the rodent 
Spreading pernicious plagues 
southward, 
of the fleas, finding new hosts 
when the old are worn. 
Immersed for their good — they died; 
chew softly on burlap 
it never tears correctly 
as we drown 
as the cats drowned 
while the prolific rat reaps 
a steady reward 
propitiating faeces 
lauding excrement 
And wallowing in capital development 
And our feline energies sink 
swallowed by the 
remnant of 
nothingness — 
The archetypal pattern becomes clear 
impurities less so 
as we 
as the cats 
drown in our ignorance. 


SONATA 


This love 
as Achilles 
Your glory undefended 
The vulnerable awake 
to your passion 
sequestered in a tent 
clutching thighs 
that were none 
of your business 
to bruise so 
openly, digustingly 
Arrogant in your style 
as in your birth. 


Child born reaching 
no hand to clasp 
gone in fits of guilt; 
And Momma, 
how do you rest 
easy these nights 
with your lover’s son 
staring laughingly 
in your face? 


I] 
You sit 
I bend to touch 
legs long idled — 
To carry two of us where 
we have not dared to tread 
through the open pit 
of La breas. 
Others do not understand our journey 
our quest 
to free ourselves: 
Your legs free now for time, 
But it is these minds of 
those not loving 
That truly have broken them. 
We walk still 
through life’s crop 
the vegetation 
holding us back 
from the trail. 


SYMPHONY 
(for E. S.) 


The Numerology is of questionable import 
numbers determine no existence; 
Pythagoras, Menalaeus: 
caught shadows of time 
Distant dials reflect no pattern 
to follow teach or squint. 
Embers are twilight of an autumn loving eye 
two — Duessa, 
causation of finality 
stained with avarice 
and fraud. 
Mirrors project, 
images not clear 
light refracts downward; 
Sewers of light pass on thine own 
river Cocytus, 
But refuse is 
subterranean lumination. 
The fifth level of justice 
is divisive in hell, 
Archimago pleads five books 
existence eight 
One-upmanship is a falsely 
mirrored image 
of the ego. 


Temperance, intemperance 


of what kynde are ye, 


Menace of the lot 


or only disobedient wives? 


Mutability is a canker 


on walls of temperance; 


Suffice it to say 
in dark rooms 
bloody sheets 
bed-rock sway 
Men are but a womans 
token in love; 
Aristotelian logic dies 
in sex 
Platonic ideals whither 
love is not a logic 
but faulty rhetoric; 
Captures made are lateral 
not vertical 
In Arthur’s faculty 
or any other 
creature vested 
with vertue. 
Queen of Faeries 
but a lout you are 
Hermaphrodites die 
as any creature, : 


divinity is suspended; 


Apes and Foxes are a 
different kynde 

And for what appraisal 
are thee yet 
translated? 


But fair Faunus fountain 
intrigues you do yet hide, 
flowing water 
ever changes 
rivers bottom, 

Rocks worn smooth 
by thy hand 
again become 
roughtened; 

Thou false Pan of written 
words / 
thou rapest 
and chastity 
is preserved. 

What false owl would pray 
temperance of 

existence? 

Thrice would my lines 

be denied 
and made variant. 


Would I but render thee 
a thousand lines 
could Acrasia 
lend soft 
her playfullness, 

Or would still continents 
be enslaved by 
numbers of nations? 


Mordant is a given of life 
fools we all are 
in Odin’s hall 
Such jest shall not be 
often played 
upon us: 
Boreas, 
what tempest can you be 
who puffs as old men die? 
The firs still stand strong 
against your warth, 
triumph would I suppose. 


Doubtless would the end 
have been as this Pradubio; 

Perversion is patterned on walls 
by those afraid to speak 

Without faith 

without law, 
without joy, 

The canonized take perversity 
and it is saintly. 

But were the vascillation audible 
weepings would be heard 
among the winds 

And courtly dancing would 
suspended be, 

Orgoglic is no geant. 


In Faery Lond a rule was made 
And in each man some spirit dead 
Would flaunt some number to read 
And darkness to the road would 
take honor in ignorance. 


Fools are raped(reaped) 

as wheat in dark of night, 
Believers much the same 

fall in rows 

and are chaffed, 
What teaching has been given thee 

fall fast the waters of Tigris 
What Mammon could thee not 

yet drown. 
John hold fast laws of temperance 
Under Jordan we failed in our desires 
As fire falls from a nightmare 

of imagery 

or quickens in 

some desert hollow. 


The rape of Una 
was a funny sight 
such struggles, 
And the acquittal 
of each defendant 
without err, 
Rationalize the best 
or worst 
Or covet all profligations. 


Such jest is often played 
upon us, 
Still in saintly (k)nights honor 
I laugh at indignity 
For to laugh is my salvation 
when there can be none; 
The week is over, 
ideals died E. S. 
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Sorrow for tomorrow we die 
raven SayS So 
Fool whose leary eyes 
no more truth can be spoken. 


Elissa, Perissa, walk alone 
in my company 

Medina enjoyed her swynk 
last moon. 


And here the table of error 

What line would I produce? 

What? Would I mock thee? 

What Bower would then me harbour 
or take waringly? 


Souls shake softly 
tied to a lamp(Diogenes) 
(k)night struggles 
weaken desire; 

Old men should die in peace 
caught in a wayward 
tavern hall drunk 
and not on type. 

Take heed the offered 
bliss of criticism 
it clabbers on 
the stomach: 

Medina was raped you know... . 
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OPUS II 


And I listened to 

the orchestra 
In a room with 

quaking lights 

Witnessing an unknown power 

in my life 

I could not witness before 

I could not hear 
mute and deaf 
until now 

When all the memories 
have become 
a fine symphony 

In harmony with a peasant dance 
or Erotica. 

In my third I wasted much 
brought forth , 
even greater 
highlights 
of Bonn; 

What a wretched art 
it is to be 
an artist 

When your progeny 
scoffs you 

And Pound did not botch 
but he would have 
had he not said 
that he did, 

And great art is not far 

: from great lust 
on a frozen street. 


18 
CHANT 


I feel 
I have not felt 
I feel once 
upon a 
Lonely grave 
The flowers still 
in place 
Red of the roses 
white carnation 
and remorse. 
I feel sometimes 
and even weep 
Upon the death 
of a friend. 
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PRELUDE I 


Far beyond red-draped 
beer filled halls 
carrion lining bars infinite 
end, 
wilted faces 
weathered with delight 

Wittingly give homage. . . 

Faults along each plane of cheek 
we detect many lines in 
the strained and pressured 

rock of time. 

Red lava on acned masques 
speaks of violent births 

of islands 

Drinking of the salt and sulphur 
of beer and ale 

Dribbling off a soft boned chin 

into the sea: 
and rising steam affronts us 

For it signals new arrivals 
from old formations 
deep within our earth. 
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II 


The idyllic farm-houses 
settled 
scattered 
(profusely) about 
dust laden 
cotten fields 
The shelter of distant 
wind passing 
southern pines 
beneath a somber 
autumn flush 
of harvest moon. 
Passage of idyllic moments 
compressed between 
some metropolitan 
vision of correctness 
refuted by stacks of 
harmony old 
upon the field. 
It is all within the wealth 
of nations 
to ration idyllic moments 
or radical mastectomies. 


QUARTET I 


What is it in death 
death in a death 
crimson in the tide 
toxins to kill 
kill only to kill 
The protest registered 
white-washed fences 
child peering through 
pickets of lonely eyes 
lonely 
of lonely 
lonely of the 
eyes loved love, 
Lonely in dark crying 
for a father 
a father crying 
lonely for his child 
Who killed to find love 
Who loved to kill 
and said: 
to rape without love is faith 
to love without faith is rape 
Lonely in love 
love is lonely 
lonely is the love 
of the word 
of the man 
who loves the word 
wanting to love 
them who do not 
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II 


I master the image 
images master me 
me to master myself — 
I master myself 
to create 
a world 
Broken in the night 
image of dark 
seeking light 
light always seeks 
to eradicate darks 
Dark of the torment 
tormentor of self 
self of tormentor 
creeping as vine 
to strangle 
torment, - 
frustration 
is the self love 
Love the frustration of self 
extended to those 
who love the self 
and not you; 
Creeping as the vine 
to strangle yourself 
of the soul 
it is most 
important to give 
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Ill 


What life — 
and unrefutable ends 
in Belleau wood 
we loved, I loved 
passed loves 
loved to break 
the empty silence of 

Rats in a trench 

Rats in a trench 

We loved dead 
in Belleau wood, 

But wars end brought 
lessened gardens 
dead in Belleau wood 

Trapped on the Marne 

Trapped on the Marne 
as I march love’s dirge 
weeping silently 
for the love found 
dead in Belleau wood. 


IV 


I am as I once was 
I am as I am to be 
I am as I would be. 
To be is to trek 
to trek is to be 
a fortress 
a fortress of 
Cement and cast iron 
Of the petty and the grand 
The grand larceny 
of petty theft 
jewled in delight 
of a ringing bell 
A theft as theft is 
might be — once was 
a theft of the soul 
to break windows 
create lines of 
cleavage to break 
to break to create 
A trek to break a window 
to look through 
cropped fenced faces 
to break 
break to 
a rock rolled 
to break a shoulder 
a pillar of continuity. 
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ARRANGEMENT XXX 


For: Anne, Sharon, John, Olga, and Ioma 


And starry nights say I should 
be without my friends; 
God has banished me from 
my own kind 
and yet they 
would not have it; 
My trials are but theirs extended 
to myself — 
Keep me from the world 
hide me 
allow my vision to exist 
within the confines of cypress 
I write to please but you — 
Iam the Alpha and the Omega 
my person replete 
with the thoughts 
of midnight walks 
discussing fears 
The beginning and the end 
captured by an aged gnarled pine 
or the rapture of an open field 
Where life need no justification: 
Even as I pull a sand-spur 
from her foot 
our lives touch 
through mutual pain; 
Even as I hold the wheat-haired lady 
her fear unreproaching but real 


23 
I touch her soul 
as arbiter 
as brother 
Wasted in my own desire 
to scale the remnant peaks 
so long held unattainable; 
And still I am banished 
though the snows would melt 
and freshness replenish 
desrt cacti, : 
The suguaro is a giant 
out of fear 
of protection 
And his hand is barely welcome 
among the richness 
of the roses.... 


- And I would laugh at 

this position 

trapped by 

unyielding personality 
To craft the practice of laughter 
Tumbled in the fabrications 

of a perfect wit 

I lend myself to 

the laughter 

of the moment. 
But a prelate resides among us 

unobtrusive art 

is reflection 

spared by a 

willing guitar 
Giving countenance to thought 
The voice that sings 
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the melody of the winds: 
But the winds have ever changed 

and I am ever banished 

from the song 

as the wind would 

take my presence 

and desist 

its oracle 
As you would innocently 

covet and destroy 

my dreams of remnant peaks 

or sand-spurs 

or pain or exile... .- 


And one would bounce along 
in usury 
to keep my values golden 
to keep my pgssions aware 
to keep my foolish heart tempered; 
And I am doubly thankful 
that I might survive 
but one more day, 
For deception is 
the plaintive self 
grafted in sheets of bed 
and usury the will 


of ill-tempered women 
Caught within their own fears 
of inadequacy: 
Still a friend from whom 
_ I have been banished: 
And starry nights say 
I should be without 
my friends/ 
Come and drink of 
the same fair cup 
Starlight is but ancient 
and friendships 
are new and loved; 


ARRANGEMENT XL 


For: Anne, Sharon, John, Olga, and Ioma 


All for candle-light 
All for candle-light 
All for candle-light 
do I want 
And all the remaining joys 
Are tethered to my memory 


I 
It were as though 
a tempest had descended 
upon me in laughter’s mask 
By the touch of many hands 
upon the flour 
each present was sustained 
in the merriment of friendship 
in the drinking of the wine. - 


II 
As I move about the table 
the heat of discovery does well 
within me and call to my vocation, » 
The errant moon shedding second light 
would cleanse my soul 
and bid me take honor 
in my lofty(symbolic) 
position as master 
of the toast; 
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But Cynthia would have her joy 
contested 
As I stroked and relaxed the 
flowered back 
of her own 
created child. 


Ill 
And the women they would taunt me 
in the pattern of exquisitness 
Haunt me 
forging steel in my awareness 
Raging furnace burning blue 
upon my copper 
Searing my metal exterior 
the flames did search 
and found my melting heart; 
Fair Cynthia’s child, | 
and jocund presbyter, : 
Cimmerian muse, : 
and the recreative Una, | 
The Titan of levity, - 
Would cause my soul to melt 
and harden as metal 
to flow as liquid 
to harden as man; 
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IV 


Fair child of Cynthia 
your second light 
continually I need 
to prepare my bread 
to stave starvation 
in his quest of 
my untimely spirit; 
I am bridled to my fear 
of being without 
my friends 
Without the smile and trust 
accompanied by 
the music of the whales, » 
Without the merriment and discord 
of reflected sun-light 
piercing my very mail, 
To love this fair child 
of divinity 
the armor of self 
must be quickly shed 
For to war 
she was not given 
but to love... 


V 
Cimmerian muse 
these writings you compell, 
And the walkings in the dark 
viewing tired mosaic 
Did make your presence ominous 
and inviting; 
Without your carefree spirit 
I could be less 
Without your tasseled blanket 
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covering you 
leaning against my back, 
Or your most perfect hands 
lending me life 
for awhile 
through grain 
I would die, 
and the memories of a moment 
spent beyond aged tree 
would with me die 
for no reason, 
As I watch her, 
dark eyes of innocence 
And count her among 
my cherished thoughts. 


VI 

And the Titan of levity 

would round the table amass 

her spirits of divine laughter 
Clenching unwanted revelries of sadness 

between he teeth; 

It is visionary 

a master of solemn toast 
And the titanic glory of levity 

seated opposite 

Aiding souls to the laughter 

of friendship held divine. 
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VII 

Would the jocund presbyter 
lend us wit? 

Wit that I would have found 
in his, virtue 

Of a finely mixed spirit; 

The drink tasting of meekness 
but meekness strikes 
again in strength 

Blended for the most perfect evening 
tempered for most 
perfect wills 
of resistance; 

And they would not long resist 
the pleasent incursion 
of ordained Bacchus; 

Such wit 

such commitment 
does too often 
escape us, 

But dining would seek complicity 

and I confess 
as do others 
That good presbyter 
must provide good drink 
and prevailing wit 
. for his flock; 
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Vill 
And the recreative Una 
would harbour my passions 
were I left unaware, 
Her handling of a fork 
her intent filled 
cup of wine, - 
Her overt capitulation to presbyter 
or he to her 
would want my soul to wander, . 
But not far distant 
for she remains chaste 
as the mind would 
allow it to be, 
For the food one often requires 
one often will deny; 
And my Una was filled with truth 
never hiding behind moderate dress 
But utilizing such inspired imprints 
to paint her own colors 
And never a dinner could have 
some-one who was so good 
at doing nothing 


But play upon desire 
and fear upon desire. - 
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Finale 
And I give the Fair-Haired Cynthia’s child 
her beauty uncontested, 
The beauty of mind 
ever more inviting than lust, 
I would not have 
Intent to be so willing 
upon myself, 
To take what gods for me do still remain 
and ask for vengeance; 
My Cimmerian Muse do I cherish wildly 
Would one but harm her once 
I would harm them two-fold 
and would are claim my twig 
as strong as any healthy branch; 
For the covenant of a night 
cannot be broken. 
Presbyter, the prolongation 
of my anguish 
does waste me 
can it not be 
resolved, 
Remembering the comfort 
of liquor and wine 
And those who might care 
were they free to care; 
That I too have a person 
a soul 
a melancholy being 
Crying within fortressed walls 
to be heard, 
And my being shall remain 
secondary to happiness 
of a festive dinner. 


But Titan of levity 
would you pronounce 
judgement that I must 
cry away my years 
Or laugh with me 
over hot. water 
Displaced upon a child’s 
‘desk of learning 
Or properly kept floor, 
hot water would displace 
a years accepted fungus, - 
Cimmerian wastes would vanish 
were my heart but younger 
were I but younger still, 
And I can tender now no hope 
for I am the mis-shapen 
idiot groveling in the 
dark for a match 
To seek even the minute light 
of touch... 


Epilogue 

Dinner, 

Dinner? 
I come to eat 

while others merely 

come to wine and dine; 
I would my companions 

to give this test: 
How could I direct you 
In the cooking of fair ministers 
I see only perfection of love, 
For how could love be real 
Lest we each other fed 


33 


34 
and feed through trust; 
How could I love you if the food 
not properly displayed 
mirrored intent to deceive me; 
And all(of you) would not deceive me, 
To mask a trap 
covered by the leaves 
of emotion 
covered by the neddles 
of contrivance; 
You would best remain as you are 
covered by the pillars of god 
covered by my own respecting hand. 


To Those Who Would 
Detract My Love 
I ask, 
the music of the whales 
to protect me, - 
But I do not require their beauty 
to sustain 
my innocence 
I require their strength 
throwing bloodied harpon 
against scarlet and green 
Of a well repaired ship; 
The crew would lay half dead 
until the sound 
of the self 
or the whale. .. 
And when the whale 
would to the surface 
‘come, 
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Idiots would boldness strike 
to fast a cause... 
In a moment, 
in a grief, 
But through love 
will love prevail; 
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RECAPITULATION 


And now the music has ended 
my lute been often 
played now rests, 
and the audience 
is expired, | 
Repatriated to their horror; 
Even Muse cannot vouch-safe 
a return, 
The murmurings of a distant 
frog ignored; 
Egrets and their beauty wasted 
by those afraid to see 
to hear 
to hope 
Through the knowledge of a swamp 
and its life, 
A mere reflection in calm 
awakened pools, 
A different pattern to follow 
If the reflection is noticed 
If the swamp is trod 
If the eye awakened; 
And now the music has ended 
for a time 
And fear would stalk the swamp 
as disruptive engineerings: 
But if the audience would return 
Swamp life would come to them 
Instead of they to the swamp 
And a setting sun would no 
longer breed fear. 
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